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Max Beerbohm, the Irrepressible

A SURVEY,

Fifty-one carteonn by
Max bl

Beerboh D«

ence is out of the way, and now the

& Co.
HERE was once an actor who
T found his real pleasure not
inthe dramatic profession but
in his work ns a landscape painter.
Hs was never so happy as when
messing In his beloved palnts, though
he was not at all a bad actor. But
of him the actors said: “He's really
4 first rate painter.” and the painters
said: “As an actor he ranks at the
head of his profession.”

Mr. Max Beerbohm has a dua
facility with his pen and his pencil,
vet the gods have so favored him
that when he draws a cartoon no-
body fecls moved to ask if the pres-
ent company has ever read his
eparkling essays; and when he writes
another of his uncompromising trivi-
alities nobody tulks about his draw-
ings. This, we submit, is pretty
great faver of his gods, and we sus-
pget that they could not hold over
Iike that through and beyond a quar-
ter century if they were not the
gods of Victordan times. For these
gods, incredible as the idea may
seem (o the preeter-past Victorian
world, are the last set of gods In ex-
istence who had any secure basis—
or bases—te stand on. Those con-
temperaries who have turned away,
with calculated bitterness, from the
Victorian gods would be the last to
rretond that they worship any gods
at all save the invarlably eternal
cegence of divinity which inspirgs
their own Individuality, They are as
frank about it as Martin Luther;
heaven help them they ean no other.
They say: "“Standards are a super-
atition; we are free men above pay-
ing homage to anything which we
do not know about because we our-
eclves did not make it; we walk In
the cold licht of negatlon. We fol-
low our spirits’ guidance, and you
might as well be content—we are.”

The ancient et of things taken for
granted because all Intelligent per-
Bons recogrized their soundness in-
cluded the assertion that you cannot
prove a negutive, This thesis natu-
rally includes (as the greater in-
cludes the less) the reality that you
cannot prove even that a general
negation of all things is futile. There-
fore the saving remnant of the
world's intelligence is waiting pilr-
tlcularly for something positive, def-
inite and capuble of transmitting it-
gelf, o issue from the nebula of dis-
sent, contradiction and scornful de-
tachment which fills the atmosphere
of all the arts, at present, The atti-
tude of the twentleth century after
the experiences of s first twenty
years is perfectly expressed in Max's
cartoon, included in this handsomely
made book of drawings, called “The
Future os Beheld by the Twentieth
Century.” The Twentieth Century s
represented by a somewhat “hag-
gard and lank poung man" fixing
his eyes through emptiness of space
upon a large interrogation point in
rTelief againet a dark curtaln of clowd,
Other drawings in the series show
ihe Bighteenth Certury and the Nine-
teenth Century, each in a typical
figure, fmagining the next century
in the form of itself much amplified.
The Twenticth Century simply stgnds
and stares, very like a mythologiceal
pergsonase well known in that dark
Victorian backward cailed Wilkins
Micawber, whose principle in life was
to wait for something to turn up,

These threo figures aptly repre-
sent states of mind, but Max is just
A8 gcod at catching postures of the
body, in individusls, and wmaking
their intcllectual characteristics
shine through and lluminate their
charncteristic attitndes. His draw-
dng of Mr. Balfour. with his car-
toonist's unerring Instinet for exag-
gerating physical tendencies, is a
marvelons portrait of that ynper-
torbed yot always intelligently inter-
ested soul. “In a world compara-
tively gt rence, now [remarks Max]

My, talfour tacklea Benedetto
Croce,” and one marvels al the fig-
ure of that wonderful old gentiemnn
holding o precious lttle edition of
his author conveniently before his
eyes and permitting “his magnifi-
cently lumbering body to fill the
picture with a sense of a sorl of
gmmunition Jdump of physical ex-

panse whose interest Is concentraled
in the small head in which intent, if

almost invisible, eyes are drawiug
something from the page which
lights up his placid face. “Lnfin
Seuls!" is the title of this portrait;

the sense of the procious solitude of
these two, Denedetto and Arthur, Is
unmistakalie, The fighting has
ceared; even the Washington confer-

holar is able to forget everything
but the intellectunl bath. Never was
Mr. Balfour's special idiosynerasy of
complete absorption in the work (or
play or rest) of the moment better
indicated.

The delicacy of Max's art is its es-
sence and the very lightness of line
which distinguishes all these draw-
ings helps their quality, but makes
their reproduction somewhat diffi-
cult, even in & well printed book;
they aro incapable of any satisface
tory reproduction on a newspaper
page. The whole secries was shown
in the Leicester Galleries in Londdh
and made as much sensation as
might have been expected. Such cur-
toons a8 that of the King of Spain,
of Mr, Lloyd Gecrge, of President
Wilson, of the former Kalser, of Col
Repington, of Winston Churchill
(with the ghost of Lord Randolph in
the background), of Sir Oliver Lodge
and 8ir E. Ray Lankester, of Ber-
nard Shaw and Georg Brandes, or of
Henry James—are delicate problems
in psychology which assume a cer-
tain background of ideas In the ob-
server's mind—agaih a Victorian
trick! The cartoon of John Bull and
Bir Edward Carson is of so vast a
suggestion that it can be studied re-
peatedly with recurrent delight. Says
John Bull: *I wonder if you quite
realize how utterly sick and tired of
you I am!"” And Sir Edward an-
swers: “I wonder if you quite realize
how utterly sick and tired I am of
mesell!” The exaggerated contrast
of the two figures is not more strik-
ing than the exaggerated facial ex-
pressions of these two figures, each
overflowing with repressed power,
each facing the other with enormous
sincerity.

The cartoons of Gordon Craig and
of Augustus John and “Willlam, first
Baron Leverhulme, setting out on a
long, painful and entirely unpremedi-
tated journcy down the ages”™ (with
his head cut squarcly out of the
pleture), are beautiful tributes to
contemporary artistic worth. The
drawing of “A Captain of Industry
declaring that the desire of the
manual workers to be pald exorbitant
wages for doing the least possible

]

amount of work is a sure sign that
they have lost their faith in a future
life,” taken In conjunction with that
of “President Wilson Addressing
Congress—1913"—is a vivid expres-
slons of a certain sort of bond which
links a certain sort of Englishman
with a certaln sort of American. The
eartoons of the “King of Bpain,"” of
“8ir Philip Sassoon in the House of
Commons—1913," of Mr. Jdseph Con-
rad and of the mutual admiration of
M. Paderewski and Signor d'Annun-
zio are the apotheosis of cartooning;
Max has never done anything better,
not even in that beautiful book of
drawings published some twenty
yvears ago in which one recalls the
Rossett] group, Mr, Rudyard Kipling,
Mr. George Morse (even then!) and
“Lord Tennyson Reading His Poems
to His Sovereign.” And he did it
twenty years before Mr. Lytton
Strachey did his trick. And now
Max portrays Mr. Lytton “‘trachey
“trying to see with Lord Melbourne's
eyes"!

To this precious and desirable col-
lection of cartoons Mux prefixes an
“Epistle Dedicatory” to Britanuia, in
which he thanks that great lady for
lter surprising kindness and Indulg-
ence to himself, He reminds her
that the satirist instinctively “laughs
at what is very strong; the weaker
things he derides with less gusto or
not at all” Therefore Max recalis
that until very recent years the
cant was very strong, indeed, a dom-
inant factor; therefore he inclined
“to look for the weak points that all
strength has, and to peoint them
rudely out.” And now that he finds
“Labour” (which he spelis with a *u”
in spite of the waste of labor in writ-
ing the word) is very sirong; conse-
quently he makes fun of Britannin's
“new Baal” as he calls 1L It is
proper to say that he malkes fun of
it very intelligently and effectively.
Thes type of British "Labour™ which
he exemplifies in his cartoons is, it
would seem, a bit more offensive
than most of the excessive apostles
of labor in our own happy country.
He does not spare it; why should he?
He attacks overbearing strength
wherever he finds it, and, very likely,
he mny make laber squirm.

The South Seas Again

THE ISLE OF VANISHING MEN. By
W. F, ALDER. The Century Com=
pany.

O the rapldly growing number
of men who are following in
the footsteps of the author of

“Moby Diek™ and of the artist Gau-
gin and making populous the South
Sen Islands must be added the name
of the writer of “The Isle of Vanish-
ing Men” In the face of official
warning from the civil representative
of Holland In that part of the world,
Mr. Alder went to New Guinea—the
age name of his more picturesquely
titled/island, camped among the na-
tives for n whilse and returned to
civilizatlon te tell his tale and Ilus-
trate it with many photographs
taken on the spot.

Mr. Alder is no moralist, no preach-
er agaimst the white man and his
invasion of new countries, no up-
holder of lmperinlism or any other
“ism." IHe ls simply an adventurous
traveller who makes few bones of
hardships endured and writes a plain,
unvarnished narvative of what he
saw while living among the Kia Kias,

This is o race of “vanishing men,”
not from the Incursions of the whites
but from their custom of cating hu-
man flesh, o hahit frowned on by the
Dutch representative in the island
but which is practiced extensively
enough to have human heads and
skulls az trophies in every housebwold.
Mr. Alder gives one photograph of &
mother telling her child the stories
of the skulls laid on the earth in
front of them, much as in our world
i mother might describe souvenirs
takien on our own battleficlds and
preserved in a family as a part of
its military troditions

He tells many tales of these people,

maxes one wonder over some of the
panagyrics written about these peo-
ple. He describes In detail his efforts
to recover the bones of a Swiss
sclentist who had “disappearced” a
short while before he visited New
Guinen, a plan that wuas frustrated,
as he believed, by the evident fears
of the glder men of the tribe that the
delivery of the bones would be taken
as evidence of gulit and some un-
usual punishment would follow. In
its simplicity, evidences of un-
adorned trith and of personal ob-

relation to the journal! of Caha Da
Vaca, = J

The Five Big Novels

which you must not miss are’
KAYE-SMITE’S  Joanna Godden

The New York Times says: “Joanna is one of the memorable women

ofﬂetm:d...dnwlwiﬂlnmty.ldouandhwlmm

abeence either or ecxaggeration which truly
"—Louise Maunsell Field.

cmm G. NORRIS’S Brass

The wide and constantly increasing demand for this hook shows
themuuyuwmthnpﬂlwuflhe :‘

caused t marrisge ties nrelnul:mcdaul mlly
;l"hompowudaum is making it
ective.

nlependent and Weekly
work of fiction of the present

!ﬂn the perennial sources of in-
terest and dell'ght. It is, in its advenlurous anud breathless kind,
n masterpiece,

ROBERT KEABLE’S Simon Called Peter
The Public Ledger, Phila., says: “Peter’s quest for God among
the ‘publicans and sinvers’ is a big story. ...lluJuhenshrs
08 well as Peter's—Julie, vivid, whimsical, w y wise,”
Life calls it: “A good book that deserves to be widely read.

BRETT YOUNG’S The Black Diamond
The Literary Reriew says: “Brett Young not only describes richly
and with an excellent scnse of the dramatic, he observes accurately,

. For the reader, the test is that when the book is closed the

ers remnm actual, memorable, and varied against living
Iandaupu '—William Rose Benet,

FEach, #2.00. Angy bookstors can supply them, or, if not, they can be had from
E. P. WGON & CO., 681 Fifth Avenue, New York

&a'e-: “Far and awsy the best
year is ‘Andivius Hedullo.

" Magnificently alive.” — John Peale Bishop in The New York Herald

“THIS SIDE OF PARADISE”

“No finer study of the re-
lations between boy hus-
band and girl wife has
been given us in American
fiction.” EE

—llenry Seidel Cmbﬁm the

Literary Review
Evewing Post.

A ol

$2.00
By F. SCOTT FITZGERALD

CHAR! ES SCRIBNER’S SONS, FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK

LEONARD MERRICK’S novel

ONE MANS VIEW

Introductien by GRANVILLE BARKER
goes straight to the heart of his subject—a broken marriage, as it affects
the man in the case.  The novel novel commmands success not merely because of
his characteristic, whimsically way of looking at life, but
ahobﬂamedhumuponthectﬂudvuidndmdhfc.
mcxﬁmhudude(‘mndlnwmdﬁh\'mﬂl The

Actor- Cynthia, The Position of :
Flies Out \ Unde ratocd

servation of the aborigine at home, !
this text of Mr. Alder's bears o olnse;

the: Window, The Man
Wulm.mlluudl.rnch.AMOn thclloulentd, .

1.90

Any bookstore can supply the m; or, if not, they can be had from

Paris Laughed.
E. P. DUTTON & CO., 681 Fifth Avenue, New York

Germany hated E. Phillips

their daily customs of life, their dull
slothfulness, the vanity of the men |
and  women them to|
padnlul inflictions of thelr bodies to |
putlfy™ them, the |
foia Kin ideals of aderntaent. He tells

which leads

“h wecording  to

how the wivmen incite the men to go
human warpath and of thi
fensts that ensue, ono of the
Kins informing Mr. Alder that noth- |
mg is quite so good to eat as “the
left shoulderbone of n young girl™

It is o very dispiriting picture and
a repellent one, but it Is marked

on the
Kin

cAutkor

with the alr.ef undenfable truth that

& claim the Teutonic menace. Will the
amrmaﬂ:buuefm?

THE GREAT
PRINCE SHAN

A Fascinating Story of World Politics in 1934

By E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM

Y 1934 civilization will have progressed rapidly, scientific marvels of today

will have become commonplace affairs, while warfare will have been raised

to the point where instant annihilation of entire cities is possible. The nations

of the East will be as powerful as those of the West. And then what? It
makes an absorbing tale that will rank with Oppenheim’s finest work.

Third Large Printing

Publishers LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY Boston

because he was the first writer

deﬁczw-u-m”

will Oppenheim
prove to be a true prophet ? -

of THE GREAT IMPERSONATION

$200 Wherever Books are Sold

.




